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the Ritsons, He was aware of a great fire roaring
in the open fireplace, of a spit turning, of sacks of
corn, hams and sides of bacon hanging, the oak
settle screened by the * heck/ the * rannel-balk'
or great wooden beam across the chimney, and
a chain with hooks for cooking utensils hanging,
The big room seemed filled with men and women,
all busied with affairs, but he noticed in especial
one magnificent old man with a snow-white beard
like a patriarch. Judith introduced him* This
was Robert Ritson, the head of the Ritson family,
a man of seventy-four, who, in spite of his many
troubles, financial and others, was yet above the
\vorld, above it and removed a little from it> with
that touch of remoteness and austere reserve that
is in ;i!i true Cumbrians.

Then they went out* She led him over the
boulders and the foaming heck down the hill above
the meadow to the Churn, The Churn was filled
just now with wafer from the snow off the fells and
toiled and tossed and seethed* an odd spot of tur-
moil above the quiet silence of the long meadow*
Judith said a strange thing as they were looking
into it,

*  If Georges were ta leave me I'd throw myself
into it/ she said.    Then laughing: * No, I would
not    ! would stick a knife in his back/

I Do you love him then so much?' asked
Francis.

I1  do.1

* And does he love you? *

* He loves no one at all but himself/ she
answered*